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When thy first Fruits of Poesy were given,
To make thyself a welcome Inmate there ;
While yet a young Probationer,
And Candidate of Heav'n.

If by Traduction came thy Mind,
Our Wonder is the less to find
A Soul so charming from a Stock so good;
Thy Father was transfused into thy Blood ;
So wert thou born into the tuneful strain,
(An early, rich, and inexhausted Vein).
But if thy Pre-existing Soul
Was form'd, at first, with Myriads more.
It did through all the Mighty Poets roll
Who Greek or Latin Laurels wore,
And was that Saffbo last, which once it was before.
If so, then cease thy flight, 0 Heaven-born Mind !
Thou hast no Dross to purge from thy Rich Ore :
Nor can thy Soul a fairer Mansion find
Than was the Beauteous Frame she left behind :
Return, to fill or mend the Quire of thy Celestial kind.
3
May we presume to say, that at thy Birth,
New joy was sprung in HEAV'N as well as here on
Earth ?
For sure the Milder Planets did combine
On thy Auspicious Horoscope to shine,
And ev'n the most Malicious were in Trine.